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Visitors looked at him shyly ; a shot in the leg, they
said to themselves, and thought, perhaps, how hundreds
of thousands of such youths as this would never more
be able to walk as others.

But Lieutenant Goring was not so bad as that.

" It is not a wound. In the fight at Baccarat I got
dreadful rheumatism in the joints, nasty pains," he
told his friend, the airman Bruno Lorzer. " In eight
days I may be up again. How long it will then be
before I can get back to my regiment is, of course,
uncertain."

And then he told his friend how glad he had been
with this war and how he had dreamed of winning
marks of distinction and promotion. And now every-
thing looked hopeless, for it would certainly be a long
time before he was really on his feet again.

" Do you know what you can do ? " Lorzer suggested.
" You will come as my observer to the front. Then
you won't need your legs, and we can wrap your
knees well up in cotton wool, and they'll be quite
warm."

" That's splendid," Goring at once answered,
delighted, for he felt that here was a great opening,
here he could win his laurels.

" Yes, but first I shall have to speak with headquarters
at Donaueschingen," he added dejectedly.

Headquarters refused his application. Then Goring
took things into his own hands, took his seat without
leave in Lorzer's plane, and left Freiburg with him.
Goring thus appointed himself an airman. The
authorities were naturally greatly annoyed at the
desertion : the young lieutenant undoubtedly deserved
punishment. But then these authorities said no more,